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~he ground, fn.litlessly flapping the broken wing, trying pathet-
ically to fly, It was as if the boy heard a voice whisperitlO"
from afar; "Even as ye clo it unto the least of these, my brethrel~
ye clo it unto me." A sharp pang of remorse sprang from what
tenderness and sympathy lay within him, and all false sense
of hardness and coldness vanished. Should that boy outlive
Methusaleh, he will not forget what he saw .
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My Brother
Marjorie McDowell
Everyone should meet my brother, Barry. He IS thirteen, and_:_J he is the typical little pest that so many big sisters complain
of. Bang! The slam of the front door announced the ar-
rival of my brother. Even if this noise did not mean Barry's
entrance, I would soon have krio wn that he was home; for he
shouted. "Mother, where are you? I'm home." Then, in his noisy
clodhoppers, which he insisted on having, he stomped out to
the kitchen to find something to eat. After rummaging around
in all of the cabinets and drawers -i n the room, in the pantry,
and in the icebox, he at last emerzerl with a jar of peanut but-
ter, some jelly, and a piece of b~·ead. When he had finished
spreading the peanut butter and jelly all over the bread and
all over the table, he left by way of the back c1oor, leaving it
wiele open. I knew where he was going--to the vacant. lot
behind our house to dig- foxholes and to have a mudball flght
with the other boys i11 the rieizhborhood. In the afternoon
when I was studying, he turned on "Captain Midnight" as
loud as possible. During dinner we suffered through "Super-
man," "Jack Armstrong," and other such radio serials. While
I was studying for a history test that night, he ran in and
out of my room asking me to give him his spelling words and
to help him write a story for English class. Later that eve-
ning he went clown to his workshop in the basement, v,:here
he was trying to make a toy motor. He had oft.en come 111 t?
ask Mother or me if we knew where he could find some B. S.
gauge magnet wire, or if we knew where he could find some
olel liquid cement or scrap iron lying around the house. He
had finally acquired all of the needed equipment and was work-
ing diligently in the basement. After au hour or so of hard
labor, during which time he had followed explicitly the direc-
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tions of The Boy's Book of Engines, Motors, and Turbines,
he appeared at the head of the basement stairs. He had a sad
expression on his face. The toy electric motor had failed to
work!
One clay a great change came over my brother. It was not
that he hac! stopped worshipping Bugs Bunny or that he had
at last discarded his prize possessions-two Dick Tracy badg-
es and a Captain Midnight Secret Squadron Decoder. It was
something altogether different and amazing. On this 1110St
unusual of all mornings he carne downstairs to breakfast as
usual, but that was the end of all things usual that day. We
noticed a startling change in Barry's appearance. He was
wearing his second-best trousers instead of the dirty, patched
jeans which he insisted on wearing every day of the week in
spite of mother's violent protest. He also had on a clean white
shirt. He was scrubbed till he shone. It was unbelievable.
This could not be Barry! There was something strange about
him, and then we realized that he had made an attempt, how-
ever unsuccessful, at combing his hair. He left for school
and did not return until five o'clock that evening. When asked
where he had been since the close of school, he replied, "Oh,
just around." He then went down to the basement to finish
tearing his bicycle apart. In the kitchen above we heard strains
of "Mule Train" drifting up through the register. At dinner-
time he appeared and ate half of his food, the other half being
divided between the floor and the dog. After spending hours
on the telephone upstairs, talking to his boy friends we sup-
posed, he came down to tell us somethinsr of great importance.
It seemed that he wanted to go to th~ show Friday night.
This great change in my brother's life had been something
called SUSIE!
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An Experience of Reverence
Barbara Bugg
Iwas spending part of my summer vacation at a small churchcamp situated in a scenic spot by a beautiful lake in northern
Indiana. Being quite young, I readily absorbed everything
new and different, and I was easily impressed with even the
most trivial aspects of church camp living. It was the night
before my departure from camp, and we were assembled on a
